'IHE FAMILY COUNCIL

Jacqueline, crouched in the corner of a Directoire settee, her fragile
hands, on which her wedding-ring had now become too large and loose
for its finger, crossed over her thin knees, soon recognized that the
Father's presence did her good.

The sense of vital warmth, the very living solidity the Dominican
exuded, were salutary. Moreover, in the depths of his eyes there was a
light of charity that made her long to trust him3 to allow herself to be
guided.

In her weak, distraught condition it was difficult for Jacqueline not
to yield little by little to such overwhelming strength, not to allow her-
self to be subjugated by it. Sick as she was, there was but one straw
she could clutch at amid the waters of oblivion: his long white robe.

Father Boudret had only to make a gesture with his wide sleeves, and
the great multitude of the faithful peopled the room, bearing witness;
alternatively, he could evoke fifteen generations of Jacqueline's ances-
tors, all of whom had been faithful to the Church and Its dogma; above
all, he reconstructed the universe day by day in such fashion that the
dead Frangois lived, bound to the living Jacqueline by mysterious
links.

He had been working on her for two months and he felt that victory
was near. There was one last fortress to reduce, and then Jacqueline,
sorrowing but delivered, would bow before the omnipotence of the
Creator and find her way back to life.

Father Boudret, having drunk his tea sugared to the consistency of
syrup, put down his cup and listened to Jacqueline.

"No, Father," she said, "I must explain that though I am much less
intelligent and knowledgeable than you, though I admire you and envy
your faith, eternal life is to me but a dream for the healthy. By some
absurd, ridiculous chance we are born, and by it we die; there is only
darkness before and after..."

"And are the stars dark, and is love?" the Father interrupted. "And
is God an invention to relieve the agony of the living, just a brake on
their worst propensities?"

He smiled gravely. Jacqueline made no reply.

"Do you realize, Madame," he went on, "that great physicists are
less and less convinced of the absurd and ridiculous chance, as you call
it. Every day science traces such chances to their source, whittles them
away, proves that they are but a name for our own myopia. Those
same laws which are being discovered nowadays concerning the move-
ments of heavenly bodies and of atomic structures, are enough to com-
pel my belief in God. Hazard or chance, in the sense of a gratuitous
margin of cosmic freedom between stable elements, does not exist.
Otherwise, one must hold the universe to be but an expression of abso-
lute incoherence with no exception, innate incoherence, reasonless,

203